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any falling asunder of the two, yet at
many moments they seemed but one in
his imagination. Ireland, all through his
poem of that name, speaks to him with the
voice of the great poets, and in Ireland''s
Dead she is still mother of perfect heroism,
but there doubt comes too.
" Can it be they do repent
That they went, thy chivalry,
Those sad ways magnificent ? "
And in Ways of War, dedicated to Johna
O'Leary,  he  dismissed  the  belief in  an
heroic Ireland as but a dream.
" A dream !  a dream ! an ancient dream !
Yet ere peace come to Innisfail,
Some weapons on some field must gleam,
Some burning glory fire the Gael.
" That field may lie beneath the sun,
Fair for the treading of an host:
That field in realms of thought be won,
And armed hands do their uttermost:
" Some way, to faithful Innisfail,
Shall come the majesty and awe
Of martial truth, that must prevail
To lay on all the eternal law.5'